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SGT. HORN REPORTS TO SGT. COLLIER
MR. CHARLES COLLIER,
Box 184, Belburn Village,
Belmont, California.

Dear Chick: September 15, Ida and I returned from what was for us a daring trip mid-west,
and it just happened that the few days we spent in St. Louis were the hottest September days
St. Louisans recalled. And so it was quite impossible to do much in the way of calling on the
relatives and friends there in a satisfactory number. It had been so many years since I had such
an opportunity, · and I am sorry we could not have done more of it. However, the Rouen Post
mates came to the rescue in a big way by advancing the date of the September monthly meeting-thus permitting me to have a hearty reunion with the gang,-many of whom I had not
seen since 1918.
The meeting was held in the garden of the Black Forest restaurant on Gravois avenue and all
business was suspended. We just sat around a large table and recollected and sentimentalized
to ·the strains of a German band. I have a souvenir menu executed by Professor "Shorty"
Kimbrel, and the autographs of those in attendance reveal that quite a few of the veterans remember their dog-tag numbers. The autographs: Kimbrel, Nushan, Silberberg, Ritchey Williams, Melville, Jablonsky, Hamilton, McQuoid, Costen, Welsh, Kelly, Engel, Neely, Jackson,
Jordan, Bammann, Charles Koch, Depke, Sallee, Dixon and Conrath. However, there were
a number of others present who failed to sign the register. There wasn't opportunity for me
to have a chat with everybody, but just being with the old mates for a spell gave me a big
glow. ·Jim Costen was kind enough to welcome me on behalf of the gang and I tried to let
them know that I appreciated their thought and action. Arshav Nushan drove me to the meeting and enroute we looked in on Editor Stack who could not attend. Joe Lennon, George Delany and Art Schanuel wired their greetings. Several had thoughtfully called me after my
arrival in St. Louis and hospitable suggestions were many. It must be that they feel kindly toward
their most unsuccessful mate, whose only accomplishment has been stubbornly keeping alive
through these many years of invalidism.
The membership of the Post proceeds in a quiet and unostentatious way to accomplish a whale
of a lot of good work. The men who have inspired the Post and have carried the ball, have
done so at considerable sacrifice and undoubtedly the problem of finding ways and means to issue
the monthly publication has been a considerable hard one. I heard a number of things done
by the boys individually and in group that were admirable. The members of the old outfit give
a lift when needed if it's possible to give it, the graves of those comrades who have gone west are
not neglected, and altogether there is a fraternalism, sentiment and cohesion dominating the group
that makes .one proud of having belonged. I should say that most of the boys have enjoyed measurable success in their post-war assignments,-even despite the conditions that have prevailed in
recent years. Quite generally the individuals have lived up to the potentialities they displayed
during the army days. The rough spots in the road are quite forgotten, the mistakes we ·all
made forgiven, and the .recollections are entirely of the delightful interludes.
Annual Dinner-Rouen Post 242-Armistice Night-November 11-Mefbourne Hotel
Headquarters, Rouen Post, 514 Commercial Bldg., MAin 1387
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Jim Costen attempted to lead the group in singing "Madelon" but the results were solo. Not
even Jackson, who used to be able to sing it, could give any help. I should have liked to hear
Carl Taylor sing "They Called You My Sweetheart" as he used to do at the Hole-in-the-Wall
in Rouen, where Art Melville was the most graceful dancer, Corrubia the suave assistant master of ceremonies and you the gallant retriever of ladies hats during air raids. A number of the
old comrades that one would expect to have seen at the meeting were absent. Some just don't
take interest. It's all a matter of choosing in this dizzy and busy world, but I have an idea that
I'd give Unit 21 gatherings the right-of-way in my scheme.
Rouen Post will have brought you the news that Arshav Nushan is an outstanding drum major,
that Dave Miller is going respectable on us, and that the more aged of the clan have taken up
plain and fancy gardening.
We saw Joe Meyer while in St. Louis. Joe has made a full and complete recovery in health,
but he still likes Colorado well enough to come out here every summer. Other mates have
looked in on us when through here; Delany, Schanuel, Millar, and some years ago, Shorty Richner. John Stone Higgins of the Interstate Commerce Commission recently came to town to conduct
a Motor-line hearing in which I made one of my rare appearances, and much to my regret under
the circumstances, I had had only one day of retention in which to prepare for the hearing. Higgins is a splendid and competent jurist. Nushan routed himself through Denver enroute to the
Legion Convention two weeks ago, but we had not returned. He thoughtfully called up Mrs.
Sanford Withers.
Dr. Bill Gasser continues practice at Loveland, Colorado, where he and his brother run a hospital.
If you get to St. Louis any time, you must let the boys know, and if you can meet them, you will
enjoy it tremendously. Some of the gang persist in the silly notion that Mobile 4 won the war;
but I am sure that you will be able to tell all hands that the B. E. F. had bogged down until we
47 stalwarts joined the faltering original of Unit 21 and whipped them into a real outfit.
Heartily, Syl.

•••

The American Legion State Convention at Cape Girardeau revealed the presence of Irl Trickey
who has been missing from our mailing list for several years. During the Drum and Bugle Corps
contest, Irl eased before the loud speaker and announced in his old familiar drawl that if any
members of Unit 21 were attending the convention he would like to hold a reunion. As a
result, Arshav Nushan, Ed McCuddy and Charles Jablonsky joined Irl after the contest and the
quartet held a long gabfest at a table in a nearby restaurant, where Trickey's cackling laugh and
Nashun's simian chatter caused several nervous diners to call for their checks and hastily seek relief
in the comparative quiet of the crowded main street. Trickey is an engineer in the employ of the
Cape Girardeau School Board. He has a wife and three sons. According to Irl, George Brown,
the former cook, is living on a farm about nineteen miles from the Cape but seldom comes to town.
ODE TO A PORCELAIN VESSEL
FRANCE, 1917
By A. WARDMASTER

A lovely temple whence the spirits fled
A rose, the fragrant soul of which is dead
Art thou, when lying empty on the shelf
Oh, could thee but adorn the Colonel's head.

'~!~
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REUNION AT SALEM
A reunion picnic in August at Salem, Illinois, in the Bryan Memorial
Park, brought together some 35 members of Rouen Post and their families.
Glen Brasel, Tom Riste, and Hershel Storment, all of Salem, acted
as hosts
Following a golf game in the afternoon, in which Tom Riste won a cup
donated by Jim Sallee, the members visited the East Lawn Cemetery and
placed wreaths of flowers on the graves of Tom Mercer and Louis Martin,
Salem boys, who served with Base Hospital Unit 21 and have died since
the war.
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It was a far cry from the cool starlit garden of the Black Forest Restaurant,
with its folk dancing and lively music, to the noonday heat of Bryan
Park, but the veterans, evidently subdued by the presence of their wives
and children, proved that they could take it. Apparently resigning themselves to a program of good clean fun, they drank beakers of cold lemonade with well-feigned enjoyment, beamed kindly at the romping children
and stubbornly disregarded the tempting proximity of an air-conditioned
tavern near the Park entrance.

The cup won by Tom Riste was placed on display in the window of the City Drug· Company
where it attracted considerable attention. The Salem Sentinel described it as ..unique and artistically designed."
A COMPLAINT FROM REX HASGALL
The Great Auk: I have not received the August and September issues of the Rouen Post.
My Legion card expires on October 25 and on that date I shall send you one of my famous
rubber checks.
R. T. Basgall, 1138 Grant Ave., Venice, Calif.
LAURA RIDER HENRY
Mrs. Laura Rider Henry, a former nurse of Base Hospital Unit 21, died Saturday, September
3, 1938, at the Mayo Brothers' Clinic at Rochester, Minnesota. Funeral services were held
September 5, at Sedalia, Missouri. Mrs. Henry was one of a group of Kansas City nurses, who
served with Unit 21 in France. After the war she served as county nurse in Pettis County,
Missouri. Myrtle Nash and Mary E. Stebbins, of Kansas City, attended the funeral and sent
flowers in behalf of all the other nurses.

•••

Edward McCuddy, commander of Wellston Post, took the Sons of the Legion Drum and Bugle
Corps to the Convention at Cape Girardeau, where they again won the State Championship.
They have held this title since 19 35. . . It is reported during the Cape Girardeau meeting that
Arshav Nushan had been slugged during a crap game in the back room of a downtown cafe.
But the victim proved to be a veteran who not only had the misfortune to be hit on the head,
but was also afflicted with a marked facial resemblance to the colorful drum major.

•••

Distance lends courage to Pat Byrns the vermillion-faced Red Cross Secretary. Ordinarily meek
and fawning in our presence, the veteran playboy recently summoned sufficient hardihood to
send an insulting post card to your Editor from somewhere in Arizona. On one side of the
card was a scene from the Petrified Forest and the space reserved for correspondence bore the
following: ..Dear Stack-The ancient relics here remind me of you. Your resemblance to some
of the fossils is really startling. Frisco Byrns."

THE ROUEN POST
CONTRIBUTIONS TO A WORTHY CAUSE
Dear Bill: We the undersigned, hereby subscribe the amount opposite our names to buy Jim
Costen a new tailor made tunic for the next war.
George (Tiny) Dillman .05
Calvin Tilton
.04
..Knowing Tilton's parsimonious nature, I am a bit surprised at his generous contribution," commented Dr. Costen when informed of the thoughtfulness of his two army pals ...Senility has evidently softened that banker's heart of his. You may inform ..Little Eva" Dillman and ..Creaky"
Calvin that I intend to fight the next war with a tonsil damp-right here in my own office."

•••
Bill (Weaving Willie) Engel was the recipient of a collect telegram from Los Angeles during
the National Convention of the American Legion. It read: ..Dear Big Shot: Sergeant Dolby
will be in St. Louis September 27. Notify the guard. We are both tight and hope you are
the same. Love and kisses. Nushan and Dolby." Dolby accompanied by his wife arrived in
St. Louis on the scheduled date, but the former Sergeant's time was so limited that he was forced
to greet most of his old friends by telephone. Dolby resides in Baltimore, where he is a member
of a prosperous undertaking firm . .
..I HAVE A RENDEZVOUS WITH DEATH"
I have a rendezvous with Death
At some disputed barricade,
When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple blossoms fill the airI have a rendezvous with Death
When Spring brings back blue days and fair.
It may be he shall take my hand
And lead me into his dark land
And close my eyes and quench my breathIt may be I shall pass him still
I have a rendezvous with Death
On some scarred slope of battered hill
When Spring comes round again this year
And the first meadow flowers appear.
God knows 'twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down
Where Love throbs out in blissful sleep
Pulse nigh to pulse and breath to breath,
Where hushed awakenings are dear . . .
But I've a rendezvous with Death
At midnight in some flaming town,
When Spring trips north again this year,
And I to my pledged word am true,
I shall not fail that rendezvous.
ALAN SEEGER.

